THE DESPAIR OF POLITICIANS

cord and give a little abstracted pull, bringing
it down an inch or so, until by degrees the room
was in twilight. Ey the fourth or fifth round
he would acquire a game leg. One of his
knees stiffened, and thereafter he would drag
around with him a disabled limb to the end
of the chapter, when he as suddenly recovered
the use of it. I sometimes wonder if his game
leg takes part in cabinet discussions. If it
does, I will warrant the country will know of
it, though it may not be able to identify the
ailment. I give it as a hint to nations that may
be meditating provocation of Uncle Sam. I
should beware of provoking the President's
game leg.

Which reminds me of the time we plotted
against him in Mulberry Street, putting in
quarters at a raffle at an Italian feast. The
raffle was for a sheep which we hoped to win,
and to lead to Headquarters in procession,
headed by the Italian band. We even took Mr.
Roosevelt around and made him spend five
quarters in his own prospective undoing. But
we did n't win the sheep. It was the Widow
Motso on the third floor back who did; and
when I heard her rapturous cry, and saw her
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